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When you can't breathe 
that's when you know 
it has begun. 
The chest constricts, 
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sub-zero temperatures don't affect you. 
When he inches toward you 
to express a quiet thought, 
a reserved glance. 
You back away in fear for 
yourself 
what you might do 
what you want to lose: 
control. 
Never has my grin lay 
across my face so easily 
like lazy girls on beach towels 
under an August sun. 
Never have I wanted so much 
to be tangled, bare, needing, 
when you feel like every move 
is a sacrifice, a surrender. 
That's when you know. 
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Yuichi Tanaka stepped into the afternoon shadows that stretched across 
his garden. He wore a brown kimono closed with a black obi, and he carried a 
prayer cushion. It was his hour to meditate. 
If the ghost will permit it, he thought. 
He looked from the pale, cloud-streaked sky to the garden's ceremonial 
comer with its miniature Torii gate standing near the trunk of a stunted willow. 
The tree's shadow bathed the red gate in darkness, and webs swayed from its 
drooping boughs. 
In his pocket Yuichi carried a copy of The Platform Sutra. He read from 
this book each day. But his eyes defied even the powerful lenses of his bifocals 
and the kanji characters soon became indistinct. Reading had become a slow and 
tedious chore. 
Halfway between the carp pond he tended and the Torii gate, Yuichi 
lowered himself to the cushion. He crossed his legs in front of him, forsaking the 
Lotus discipline for a position more suitable to an old man with arthritic joints. 
One of the carp swirled the top of the pond. It was a lucky sign. Yuichi 
did not smile or turn his head or even think beyond that it was a lucky sign. He 
slowed his breathing, feeling tightness ease from his legs, back, neck, face, and 
scalp. He relaxed until the familiar chill rose from the base of his spine. It spread 
across his shoulders and he shuddered. He was not alone. Another presence was 
in the garden with him, a presence he was learning to know well. Slowly, he 
opened his eyes. 
The image of his wife in death floated above him. Yoko 's gray hair was 
pulled severely around the sides of her head and pinned in back. Deep wrinkles 
lined her thin, old face. Her eyes were squeezed tight, and her tongue was for-
ever stilled by a mouth that was clamped firmly shut. He studied the apparition 
floating above him. 
"Dead," he said, "but not at rest. No rest for either of us." 
In this house she had helped build there were few reminders ofYoko. 
Yuichi gave away or burned nearly all of her possessions after she died. But he 
kept two pictures of her. One sat on a table in his reading room, and the other 
was near their futon where he could see it at night. Her pillow, arranged as 
always with her hair brushes resting on it, stayed in place beside his. 
He had been without her for three years. A generous pension from the 
Mitsubishi Corporation kept him in comfort, but his determined self-sufficiency 
kept him in solitude. Dishes were washed immediately after use and put away, 
newspapers taken out and disposed of after he read them, and laundry done with-
out fail each week. He also swept his tatami mats daily. It was a task one per-
formed to make the home pleasant and clean for guests. His floor sweeping was 
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